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I spent some time in Holland, viewing the won-
derful power of art, which I observed in the forti-
fications of their towns, where the very bastions
stand on bottomless morasses, and yet are as firm as
any in the world. There 1 had the opportunity of
seeing the Dutch army, and their famous general
prince Maurice. It is true the men behaved them-
selves well enough in action, when they were put to
it, but the prince's way of beating his enemies with-
out fighting, was so unlike the gallantry of my royal
instructor, that it had no manner of relish with me.
Our way in Germany was always to seek out the
enemy and fight him; and, give the imperialists
their due, they were seldom hard to be found, but
were as free of their flesh as we were.
Whereas prince Maurice would lie in a camp
till he starved half his men, if by lying there he
could but starve two-thirds of his enemies ; so that
indeed the war in Holland had more of fatigues and
hardships in it, and ours had more of fighting and
blows. Hasty marches, long and unwholesome en-
campments, winter parties counter-marching, dodg-
ing, and intrenching, were the exercises of his
men, and oftentimes killed him more men with
hunger, cold, and diseases, than he could do with
fighting; not that it required less courage, but
rather more, for a soldier had at any time rather
die in the field a la coup de mousquet, than bo
starved with hunger, or frozen to death in the
trenches.
Nor do I think I lessen the reputation of that
great general, for it is most certain he ruined the
Spaniard more by spinning the war thus out in
length, than he could possibly have done by a swift
conquest; for had he, Gustavus like, with a torrent
of victory, dislodged the Spaniard from all the
twelve provinces in five years, (whereas he was forty

